
The tfiflorie of 

Hce made a blufliing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fiich a grace. 

As it he maftred therea double fpirit 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did hepaufej but let me tell the worlds 
If he out- liu e the enuie of this day, 

England. didneuer owe fo fwcetc a hope. 

So much mifeonftrued in his wantonnefle. 

Hot. Coofen,l thinke thou art enamored. 

On his follies : neuer did I heare 

OfanyPrincefowildeathbcrtie : 

Butlie he as he will,yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arrae, 

T hat he /hall (hrinke vnder my curtefic. 

Arme,arme with fpeed, and fellow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Better confider whatyou haucto doc. 

That I that hauenot well the gift of tongue, 

Can-Hftyour blood vp with pcrfwafion. Snttra Meffenger, 
Mef My Lord.here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannotread them no vv . 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort •, 

To fper.d that fhortne tfe bafely, were too long; 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poy nt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre. 

And ifweliue, wc liue to treed on Kinges, 

If die, bran e death, when Princes die with ws.. 

Mow for our Confcie+ices,the Armes is faire, 

When the inter, tfior bearing them is mft. &*er another, 

Me(f. My Lord. prepare, the conies on apace. 

Hot. I thankchim.that he cutsme fromtny tale . 

For I profelTcnot talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his belt : and here draw l a S ,vord y 

Whofe temper 1 intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I Can meet wuhall. 

In the aduenturc of this perilous day. 

Now efpcrancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftic inftruments of War re, 

And by that amfick5,lct vs all imbrace^ ^ 




¥ 



Henrie t he fourth. 

For heauen to earth, fomc ofys ne j-er fliall, 

A fecond tune do fuch a curtefic. , 

Here, they embrace, the Trumpets found, theKing enters with his 
power, alarms the Battell: then enter fPqwglas, and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

"Blunt. What i: ;hy name, thatin Battell thus thou crofteftme? 
What lion our doft thou feeke vpon my head? 

Dow. Know then. my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the Battell thus, 

Bccaufe feme cell me, that thou art a King. - 

'Blunt, ; T hey tell thee true. 

Dowg. The Lord of Stafford deavc to day hath bought 
• Thy bkenelTe,for in Head of thce.King Harry 
This Sword hath ended hitn,fo /hall it thee, 

^eletfc thou yeeld thee as aPrifoner. 

ft 'Blunt. I was uotborneto yceld> thou proud Sot, ' 

Aud thou fljialt find aKing that will rcuenge 
"Lot A Staffords death. » 

Thcyfigt, D owglashils Bluni\ then enters Hot-ffurs 
Hot. O Dowglas,\)fAR. thou fought atHp/medon thu?, 
Ineucrhadtriumphtouera^o/. r ,v . 

Dowg, Als done,als won, here brcathles lycs the King. 

Hot. Where} - Do»y. Hcere. c.‘ ' *■ 

Hot. This,D«»^/<tr}no ) lknow. this face full well, 
AgallantKnight.hp was,his name. was. Blunt-,, 

Semblably furnilht like the King hiijUeife. ... 

' Dowg. Ah foole,gae with thy foule whither it goes^ 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dears, 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert aiding? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword, {will kill all his Coates, 
Ilcmurdcr all his Wardropepiece by piec^h. 

Vntill I mectc the King. Hot . Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day, 

Alarme, enter Falfialffefoltft. 

Falf. Though I could fcape {hot-free at London, I feare the 
ftiot herc.here’s no {coring but vpon the pate . Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter there’s honour for you, here’s no vanitic, 
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